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- the American party.
wm“yﬂ#wmm
gtmbncuwdnﬂylmu the political
‘Metropolis, in the .present age, not in this
gountry-only, but in Great Britain, France, and

: :m.m{umm freedom of discus-
/i & mediom  through which those hold-
 ing similar sentiments in regard to public af-

 firs and publio policy, may meke known, dis-
" cuss and defend their views, and expose the
- impropriety. of the principles, and the impolicy
 of the measures of their antagomsts. It should

to give & proper direction to
qidnn by maghmin' the public

mind.
..?th-h thwnb‘m published
b the sest of the Federal Government which
 advocates’ American doctrines; the only sen-
~ tinel of the party stationed where a near and
dlear view can be had of the movements and
‘doings of their opponents at their headquarters.
~ Here political information concentrates, and
| from hence it radistes to every part of the om-
pire | here party measures and movements are
determined, and political campaigns planned;
\n’w are concocted and thwarled,
here at certain seasons of the year politi-
.most do congregite; here, in short, is
of the great political maelstrom in

 paper here through which it can make known |
 to.all peaple its views, aims snd opinions, and
~ which shall also refute the calumnies that are
time to time uttered against it through

or aless excusable motive; and we,
- therefore, take hope that the Anznicax, stand- |
ing, a8 it .will stand, upon the platform of the
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Are too rare to be spurned en the score of his birth.

] n.'umumuummm we
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He was' hﬂiltulbf.-‘h-l trained oo the plain,
mmdwhhbmm“

uﬂmﬁwﬁu“
The mﬂ_ Waned, sod the mitnunn W
Info those of stern winter, all dresry andl cold ;

‘But the porth wind might whistle, the snow flake
might danee,

fl_'l_iuohnhhnmmmhﬂ‘hhhm
(Half starved und half frozen, the hail storm would

o
Till his shivering limbs told the pangs that he felt;

Mmdpiﬁad the brute, and, though langhed nt by
I
We ﬂl&d'hlmsmnmmd guve him o stall.

He was fond as & spaniel, and soor he became
The pride of the herd-boy, the pet of the dame,
You may judge of his fame, when his price was a

crown ;
But we christened him' Dobbin, and ealled him our
awn.

He grew out of eolthood, and, lo! what a change!
The knowiog onea s 1id it is mortally strange;
For the foal of the forest, the colt of the waste,
Attructed the notice of jockeys of taste.

. The line of his symmetry was not exot ;

But tis paces were clever, his mould was compact ;
And his shaggy thick coat now appeared with a

Rloss,
Shining out like the gold that's been purged of ita
dross,

We broke bim for service, and tamely he wore :

Girth and rein, seeming proud of the thruldom he
bore ;

Every farm had a steed for all work and all hours,

And Dobbin, thie sturdy bay pony, was ours.

He earried his master to barter his grain,

And ever returned with him safely again;

There was merit in that, for, deny it who may,

When the master could not, Dobbin could find his
way. . 1

The dairy-maid ventured her eggs on his back :
"Twas him, and bim only, she'd trust with the pack.
The team horses j lted, the roadster played pranks,
So Dobuin alone had ber faith and her thanks.

w-&-lmhgm.imwﬁmhy his side;

We might fes:lesaly mount him, sud daringly r de;

We might creep through his legs, we might plait his
long tail ;

M&mw snd paticnce were neer known (o

'_anoddhmlhbhbrighlhldeﬂ]lhwuhehm
R Jy el TN mustle, and hugged his thick
Oh! nmpr;adhim like life, and & heart-breaking
Erubar:::' when they threatened to sell our dear

He stood to the collar, and tugged up the hill,

; With the pigs to the market, the grist to the mill;
| With saddle or halter, in shaft or in trace,

He was stanch to his work, and content wilh his
place.

When the hot sun was crowning the toil of the year,
He was sent to the reapers with ale and good cheer;
And none in the corn-fields more welovme was secn
Than Dob and his well-laden panniers, I ween,

| Oh! those days of pure bliss shall I ever furget,
When we decked out his head with the azure rosette;

All frantic with joy to be off to the fair,
With Dobhbin, good Dobbin to carry us there !

| He was dear to us all, ny, for mhny long yenrs ;
| But merey | how's this ¥ my eye's filling with tears,
| Ol how cruelly swoet are the echoes that start
When memory plays an old tune on the heart.

There are drops on my cheek, there's & throb in my
breast,
But my song shall not cesss, nor my pen take its

rgst,
Till T tell that o'd Dobbin still lives to be seen,
With his oats in the stable, his tares on the green.

His best years have gone by, and the master who

gave

The stern yoke to his youth has enfranchised lha
alave,

Bo brouse on, my ald Dobbin, nor dream of the kmh.

For the wealih of a king should not purchase thy
life.

Horace Greely, it is well known, has taken
to farming. Last year, when in Massachusetts
attending the poultry show, he bought half a
doger pure Cochin China eggs at $6 a dozen,
which produced him six ugly ducks. An edi-
tor from Maine, however, fared still worse.
He bought half a dozen eggs of “a new varie-
ty,” which the dealer assured him would pro-
duce “ very rore birds," So they did, for they
were put under the very best hen, and in due
time came out—" what do yeu think !"

“ I eonld not guess,” said his friend,—* what
wore they "

“ Land Turtles, and what was worse, as
8oon as they were hatched, they seized upon
the old hen, and such a squalling never was
heard in any other hen's nest.

Axcigxr History,—* George Smith do you
recollect the story of David and Goliah 1"

“Yes, Sir; David was a tavern-keeper, and
(Golish was an intemperate man,”

“Who told you that?"

“Nobody, 1 read it, and it said that David

| fizod  sling for Goliah, and Goiiah got slewed

with it

“Bambo, why am a locomotive ingine like a
uw"

“I.gib dat up, Mr. Dixon, ‘for you ax it.”

“Bekaso it rans on sleepors,”

Heads of familics must learn that the place
on earth best adapted to be a blessing is home
- and by example and wholesale restraint, they
must teach this truth to all under them,

In matters of conscience, first thoughts are
beat ; in matters of prudence, last thoughta are
best.

0 for one hour of youthful joy !
r:jwu:’h
rathe s

O with the wrinkisd spoils of age!
Away with learning's crown |

wisdom-written page,
A.ndduhlumhludml

One moment let my life-blond stream
“From boyhood’s fount of flame !
Give me'one giddy, reeling dream
Of live all love and fume!

M :
ﬁ:nln;uﬂWauw«. .

“If I bat touch vored hair,
Thy haaty wish has sped.

“ But is there notbing in thy track
To bid thee fondly stay,

‘While the swift seasons hurry back,
To find the wisbed for day #”

! \
Ab! truest soul of woman kind |
Without thee, what were life ?
One bliss I cannot leave behind,

I'll take—my—precious—wife

The sngel took a sapphire pen
And wrote in rainbow dew,

#The man would be a boy aguin,
And be a hosband too!"”

““And is there nothing yet unsaid
Before the change appears?

Remember, all their gifts have fled
With those dissolving years!”

Why, yea: for memory mldrwlu
My fond paternal joys:

1 could pot bear to leave them all;
I hto—my—glrl—md—boynl

The smiling angel dropped his pen;
“ Why this will never do;

The man would be a boy again,
And be a father too "

And so I lnughed—my langhter woke
The household with its noise— -

And wrote my dream when morning broke,
To please the gray-haired boys.

MISCELLANEOUS.
THE RUINED POTTER.

James Fielding was the son of a potter, and
bred up to his father's trade, He married
young—long before he could keep a wife—and
with both his parents’ consent, or rather with
their forgiveness, as they could not help them-
selves. For, as they said it war very natural’
an' he might ba' done worse: 'twar, to be
sure, the first time, an' belike he wouldn't do
it agen. And so they cordially shook hands
with him, and pledged the pretty bridein a
flagon of Burton, and were both present at the
first child’s christening. But the cholera
came soon afterwards, and took off the old man
and his wife. This was the opening scene of
James Fielding's sufferings—want—pestilence
—and death. His wife »nd himself, werescon
afterwards both seized with the disorder, and
though they recovered slowly, it was only to
find their father and mother, and first child
removed from their once comfortable home to
the churchyard, and they themselves with
fecble bodies and aceumulated debts, which
had run on wildly during sickness, First
James was put into jail for the doctor’s bill,
and then the landlord distrained for rent, and
turned them on the world: and so they were
rained,

To be in prison, never serves a man; he
gels a babit of shifting and shuffling, and lean-
ing, and talking and idling; he has the short
hand in the pocket walk, and the hang-down

look of & jail companion : he is never a man |

again, James Fielding came out of Stafford
juil, n changed character; more clever and less
capable of work—daintier, but not so refined—
prouder but not more honorable: the edge
was taken from the mind and given to the ap-
petites ; nevertheless he was a fond father, for
he shortly became one again, and a loving
husband to a wife who doated on him. But a
thoroughly fallen man seldom rights himself,
and bankruptey is s break up for life in the
constitution of succesdful industry. James
Fielding labored, but his toil was thriftiess; he
found friends, but, one way or other, he let in
everybody who had anything to do with him.
By degroes, he got, as was natural, a very bad
character, and as is generally the case under
gach cli cumstances, without altogether deserv-
ing it. He was an unfortunate, but not an
evil man ; and we all know how falling bodies
quicken in their descent.

8till, he was a man born to suffer, and earn
his bread by the sweat of his brow. Men of all
countries, station, and fortunes, labor—from
the serfl to the lord—and Fielding's destiny
was only that of bis sex. But the gentle,
pretly girl, whom he had taken from her
father’s home to comfort and cherish, to keep
his fireside clean, and to nurse his little ones
around him,—her lot was not cast by God for
Iabor, for toil, for moil, and anguish ; yet, who
can tell what arrows of giief pierced that wo-
man's heart during her twelve years appren-
ticeship to wifedom | Who shall deseribe the
womanly miseries, alas, too common in Eng-
land! of her daily shifts and struggles, her
pigmy guant looks, her threadbare clothes in-
sufligient to protect her from the winter weath
or, hor hard day-labor, her sharp endurance of
hor children's hunger, and forgetfulness of hor
own: her long sad catalogue of distresses,
compared with which the pains of childbirth
and even the death of the child at the breast,
are nothing, being fominine sufferings,

This poor woe begone mother stood before
good eurate Godfrey, one of a noiscless way-
faring body of christian men who make a lit-
tle stir beyond their own parish, but are there
constantly fo't and heard of; the true disciples
of the Father of the poor, the world’s first
teacher of charity.

“He be goin’ fast, indeed ho be,” said Mary
Fielding, speaking of the potter, who had been
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down some weeks in 8 low fever, *Tis hard

to lose the father of one's child'en. I could hw’
‘borno any stroke but thig'n, Everywhere is &

churehyard now—the life is, dug out of me.”

“Do.neemw.bntmihp& 1
remember christening some of those children,
when he and.you were full of health and joy.
In this journey of life, Mary, there is no hill
without its hollow. Your neighbor, Susan
Jackson, will not have to mourn the loss of a
husband, for she has never known thelove and
protection of one; and when she goes, sho will
not leave orphans to grieve for her. But, for
mMSnmutcyhndylMMInd
mlnohdgmirhar. '

“ Mayhap; but Susan Juckson can’t be sorry
for what she hever had; and.poor folk didn't

“ ought to be fanciful. 'Tis me, uir; partia’ wi’

my husband, that should fret.”

“But you should remember, Mary, that
when James and you were married, it was on
the condition you were to part one day, We
must not, forget the ninety-nine favors because
the hundreth is not granted. The Lord gave,
and the Lord taketh away.”

“Oh, sir, 'tis beautiful to hear ye talk; you
alway say summut 8o comfortin' feelin,' an’
sensible likesw One is ashamed to grumble
afore you, 'tis so selfish and ill-natured,”

“Buat how are the little one's Mary ¢"

“T can't say much for 'em, sir: they be but
mly.ll

“They have had some food to-day I hope 1"

“'Tis carly yet, sir.” It was past mid-day.
‘“ But indeed they hante well."

“Did they eat anything last night before
lying down ¢

“ Baby had a sup o' gruel out o' James' cup,
but Billy an’ Jacky, an' t'other ent had noth-

”n

* And you?"

*%0h, sir, God be praiscd, I am used to it.—
Ten years is a long 'prentisage. 'Tis suprisin’
how the famine feeds itself. An’ then, the
children’s cries, an’ him a dyin’ drives the
thought amy from me, 1 ant got the hard
stomach o' hunger, sir; 'tis unfeelin’ ina
mother."”

No wonder she did not feel the gnawings of
want ; she had passed her being into other ex-
istences; she had lost her indentity in the wife
and the mother.

“Well, well, we must do something for the
chi'dren, Mary."

“Oh, sir, 1 did na come for that. What I
wants is work. You ha' comed atween us an’
death, many's & time. But indeed, what [ am
here for, is, afore Jeames goes I wish he could
see you, sir, an’ talk wi' you a bit. His mind
be strange and ummfumh‘a like, about re-
ligion.”

“I thought bim a believer, Mary.”

“Mayhap he be; but men tell their wives
what, if they_could, they would hide from God,
an,' I ha' heerd him say awful things; be war
always so courageous like. Howsomedever,
his hour be come, an’ he ha' loged his darin,’
an' he believes jist like a child, I thought if
he could o’ny see you, sir.”

“ Mr. Godfry rang the bell, An aged but
notable servant woman came.” -

* Martha, bring Mrs. Fielding a little warm
bread and milk."”

“Oh, no, no, sir! 'Tis only my way, what
you see in my face, I war alway' palish like—
leastways this many a day.”

Martha, who had promptly obeyed her mas-
ter, retured in a fow minutes with a basin,

“There, take that gently, Mary, it will warm
you,”

“Will you forgive me sir? Indeed I can-
not. It 'ud choke me. K The child'en—the
poor hungry child'en, gir!"

“They shall be thought of.” Mr. Godfrey
left the room, returning shortly after with his
long surtout buttoned closely up, and a small
parce! in his hand.

“This contains a loaf, Mary—and something
else—you know what to do with it. Let me
have the gcket when 1 call, which will be in
the course of the evening. Leave me now.,”

“ The comforted mother looked on Heaven's
minister and then up (o heaven, and passed
noislessly through the small door, with faith,
hope, and maternal love—the three strongest
pulses of the heart—to support her, She had
the only full and perfect lesson of religion—
charity, But she did not know, until she got
to the pawnshop, that the poor curate had taken
his only waistcoat from his back to feed her
children. Then, indeed, the tide of religion
came strong upon her. So true it is, that one
act of kindness is worth a volume of sermons
in converting people. The curate’s vest was a
baptismal robe to the unregenerated epirit of
Mary Fielding, the free-thinking potter's wife.

It was on an évening in the middle of June
that Mr, Godfrey passed along to the potter's
cottage. There had been some smart refresh-
ingshowers during the day, and the grass was
healthily green, and the flowers were vigorons
and balmy, and here and there was the restless
uncagy chirp in the tree or hedge, of the young
bird in its nest. The sheep were seltling down
for the night in the meadows ; and the cows,
after the milking, were geattered over the dis-
tant pasturages. At intervals there wasan un-
yoked horse cxulting in abundance and free-
dom. The poor ealuted Mr. Godfrey as he
pasged, and the rich cordially greeted him, for
he was universally beloved,

“ All God's works are beautiful and happy,”
gaid he to himself, a8 he wound among the
green Janes, and gazed upon the broad benig-
nant sky. ‘‘Man alone makes the worM mis-
erable, I cannot think the design of Provi-
dence was to make the chief of a joyous crea-
tion wrelched : there must be some key to hu-
man felicity. The departing sun shines on
these dingy cottages, and the few straggling
flowers bloom cheerfully, and cast their sweet-

ness abrond on the air. Outside is God's
work ; within, is man's.”

And the eurate entered the eabin of James
Fielding the potter.

There had evident'y been prepartions to re-
ceive him. The clay floor wag newsly aprinkled
and swopt, and the fow articles of erockery and

china, nearly all misshappen, or otherwise de-
feclive, were as cloan a8 the pebbles in o river,
The children's faces, hands and feet—for they
had no shoes—were all fresh from the washing-
basin, and theirhair was sleekly combed across
thetr foreheads. There was evident poverty,
but an equally evident wish to conceal it. Not
a vestige of furniture or ornament was in the
room beyond the few articles of earthenware
mentioned; all the rest, to the three legged
stool for the baby had either been sold or
burned for fuel. There were three or four
hassocks of hay for seats, but these, too, had been
preyed on for fuel, and ran out at the sides;
and there were some layers of chipped driod
up straw, as u bed in the corner. On this was
t | stretched the dying man. The eldest boy ran
to borrow a chair as Mr. Godfrey-entered; and
the thrifty housewife had just drawn the old
rags from the three lower panes of the glassless
and only window in the hovel, to let the sun
and air in, This was the abode of an English-
man in the heart of England.

The patient had been propped up somewhat
on his straw, and a neighbor had shaved him
and lent him a shirt, which though old, was
clean. 8o, what with well-washed skin and
combed hair, and a cup of refreshing tea, he
was prepared to receive the curate’s visit in
something of a decent aind christian manner,.—
One of the boys was in or rather on, the bed—
for there was no covering—from sheer naked-
ness. He partly nestled in the straw and was
partly concealed by the rags taken from the

-window ; he was contented and happy, for he

had the blessing of a full ““ meal" a rarity in the
hut of the dying potter.

The curate took the chair bormwad for him,
placed itby the bedside, 'and leaned towards
the eick man.

“'Well James, how do you feel now "

“Better, gir, thank you, but still weakly.—
God will bless you for what you ha’ done. 'Tis
many a long day sin' I coild prove my gratifi-
cation to anybody."

“Never mind that. The searcher of all
hearts knows your intentions, James."”

“Ye:«—true! But d’ye think God heeds a
poor critter like me?

* Undoubtedly. Our father.”

“Ah! Good—good. But I never found a
true friend but Him and yourself, sir—they all
forsook and misbelied me. I never wasas bad
as people made me; He knows that, and the
children. One's hearth, is a fair assize.”

“True, a fond husband and a kind father
cannot be a very bad man. I never believed
you ill-disposed, Fielding."

“No, bless thee for it, and He will bless
thee, Ye ha' made me a christisn ; the ways

o' the world made me an infidel long ago.—A
man kindly treated, feels like a christian sir."”

“But wo must give up resentmeats, now.
1 see by your countenance you will soon moct
your God. Prepare, Ficlding, for that great
judgment.”

“Yes, I know it will come soon,an’ that ba'
changed me. But, indeed, sir, I am aweary of
the world. Ifit war not for her and the child-
ren, [ had gone years back.”

“The christian religion always supposes
poverty and suffering, James. Were all the
world sinless and bhappy, the atoncment had
been useless.”

“1 can well believe thisn o' thee sir. If yer
were dumb an’ blind, yer han' would preach;
'tis the on'y sarmit as goes home to a hungry
man. Fine words be o' small nccount. But
when a rich parson, or a bishop or such, as
never gives, an' never suffers, tells starvin poor
fellows like me to bear their crosses, as the on-
ly road to heaven, it looks like humbug sir.—
If heaven is to be won by poverty—sartintly
n:thing is 8o eagy for 'em as to give all the ha'
more than enow, to feed the hungry, an' com-
fort the afflicted.”

“Ah, James, this is bad grace in a dying
man, It is enough for every one to look to
himself; to bear his own burden, and to know
that in the midst of trial, and sorrow, and suf-
fering, he can have recourse to One who knew

-| them all on earth. This, surely, is fair com-

fort.”

“Ifit be, sir. 'Tisat the point I am at now,
a man feels he must believe in some religion,
an' there is none so nat'ial like as our own. A
dyin' man is not a doubter. I wish I ha' been
o' this way o' thinkin' long ago—'twould ha'
made me content—an' a conténted man is a
regular man, an' a regular man is a toilsome
man, an' & toilsome man is a thriving man ;
but when one beging in grumblin' one ends
wi' sorrow. Mary dear gi' me a drink. T feel
fiintish.” The curate took the teapot from
the yearning and atteqtive wife's hand, and
the fevered patient, from the broken spout held
to his mouth, drained the vessel greedily, till
the few leaves at the strainer whizzed with
their dryness.  As he drank, Godfrey had an
opportunity of observing his countenance.—
“This man,"” gaid he to himself, “was formed
for a lofty destiny, but with him ignorance has
marred nature. When will man vindicate the
purposes of God to his follows? When will
England provide education for all her people?
As these thoughts passed rapidly through the
pastor’s mind, the sick man spoke with a faint-
er voice, but with renewed energy : *“the gpiiit
war willing but th. flesh war weak," ‘well, sir,
I know | am a dyin’. I war never a coward,
but 1 does fear death, 'Tis like a dark night
—there be none nbout you but sperits.”

“Keep your eyes steadily on your guiding
star' James,  That light sufficeth.”

“ be'ieve #ir. O Lord help my unbelief”

“Thank Heaven for those words,” said the
curate ; “and now, Flelding, since you are in
this good frame of mind, I must tell you one
thing that will lighten your last moments.—
Old Mrs. Willinms is getting too aged for \he
parish school, and as she is to retire on a small
pension, I have secured the post for Mary. 1
know she will fill it well, This will keep the
wolf from the door, and I will look to the little
ones. 8o you see things are not so bad as yon
expeoted. Youn will leave those dear to you
pretty middling off, and they will remain, un.
der Providonce, to he a blessing to themselves
and to their country.”

“Thank God, thank God! My soul is at |
peace now. !hclspmldodar,mdthey,,
too, Rndbenu,drpl- "twill rouse me
up—TI feel

mmmummmmmm
sweet low voice read from the fourteenth to the |
seventeenth of John. As he proceeded, the |
little boy peeped up from his straw, and suck-
ed in the words, The sick man opened his
-ﬁﬂhninghduhmmu‘bm-dw

errand for a neighbor, N'ight had set in, and
a gentle breeze fanned the chamber through
the opened door and paneless window. Peo-
ple glided cautiously by, from time to time,
urged by pity or curiosity.

After about an hour’s stillness, the sick man
stirred, then tried to sigh, but the groan died
within him, and for a time he whispered : but
nobody knew what he said. At length, after
the curate had applied a few drops of moisture
from an orange to his lips, he spoke audibly.

“1 was dreaming, Mary, as we war happy
with God. The children had enow to eat;
they give me my good name back agen ; an' we |
war all very happy. After a pause,and much in- |
ternal muttering, heresumed a perceptible spirit |
of energy, aithough his spent powers made him
scarcely audible. “Oh, Mr. Godfrey, if more
would, like thee, only come and see the poor,
and what they suffers! Tell the lads, sir, to
wait & bit—bul to struggle on, for there is hope
for the working man. An' bid the rich folks
congider the laborer, an’ the parsons to be all
like thee, an' England will be right. Mary, a
drink, dear ; the heart is as dry as a cinder with-
in me.”

His wife brought him a liltle cold water, in- |
to which the curate squeezed some orange |

juice.

Mary ! To our Father, I commit thee, girl,
when I am gone. Iam dead afore [ am dead,
leaving my Mary. Kiss my forehead, girl—
God bless thee! Comfort thelo little child-
ren, God! they be orphans now.'

And be prayed inwardly. In that hour he
had no succor but prayer, and the remem- | |
brance of any good he had dove in his Itfe.—'
'he baby was crying on its mother's breast,
and the candle trembled in the hands of the
weeping boy who still held it. The wife was
still and pale ; her heart was being rifted from
her. The corate had bent his knee in prayer,
and comforted the dying and the desolate.

Souvsp Docrrixe.—The following arguments,
in favor of advance payments for newspapers,
were advanced by the Ohio Editorial conven-
tion, at its recent session :

* What would you think of a farmer who
had raised a thousand bushels of wheat, and
who should gell it to a thousaod different per-
sons gcattered all over the State; and agree to
wait a year for his pay from each of them, and
if one half of them did not pay at the end
of the year, he should give them another bush-
el of wheat, and agree to wait another year for
his pay, and thus go on year after year? How
long would Buch a farmer escape bankruptey ?
probably not very much longer than publish-
ers of newspapers who followed such a prac-
tice. Tt costs the editor of a weekly paper as
much, to supply a thousand subseribers with
it for anc year s it costs a farmer to raise a
thousand bushels of wheat. The farmer sells
his grain in bulk, anll either takes the cash or
a note, just as grod as cash upon delivery. The
editor cannot sell his thousand papers in bulk.
They are sold to a thousand different persons
living in different towns in the county, and
different connties in the State, and he must |
wait until the end of the year before he can |
get his payment, and then he depends wholly |
upon the honesty and responsibility of the
subscribers, for it is impossib'e that he should
know the character of all his subseribers. Tt |
would not pay him to go around or send |
around the county or State to collect his ducs, |
It would cost more than the ecollectior s would
come to,”

A “Fixg Ovp Ko™
respondent communicates the following, under
the title of * A Sad Scene,” to the Southern
Churchman of last week :

A solitary traveler Iately stopped his horse |
by the roadside, near the source of Potomac |
creek, in Stafford county, Virginia, and, fasten-
ing his horse to a tree, proceeded to force his
way through a thicket of bushes and brambles
which surrounded the massive walls of ‘old
Potomac church,” rising in solemn majesty
amid some giant furest trees, which the good
sense and piety of some honest farmer left asa
beacen to the taste of & generation that is no
more. - It was a sad scene. There, within a
short distance of several small frame-houses,
for worship, stood this magnificent old ruin, in
solitary grandeur, a memento of the past.
Washington, Madison, and Munroe, no doubt,
often trod its courts, for it was on the direct
route from their homes in youth and the capi-
tol. Some master gening had plamed and
built it, for even in its ruins it far surpasses all
other old country churches that we have seen
in Virginia, or indecd in any State. And it

1x Viraixia,—A cor- |

4 m-&

e t—

PerssvERANCE.~The most common and
most attractive manifestations of consisteney of
character proceed from those natdres in whom
the aficctions are dominant. A striking ex-
ample, replete with that pathos which “les
too deep for tears,” is found in the story chron-
icled by John of Brompton, of the mother of
Thomasa Becket. His father, Gilbert a Beclket,
was taken prisoner, dnrln;onqdm Orusades,
by & Syrian Emir, and held for a considerable’
period in a kind of honorable eaptivity. A’
daughter of the Emir saw him af her father's
table, heard him converse, foll in love
him, and offered to arrange the means by which
both might escape to Europe. The praject
only partly succeeded ; he escaped, but she was
left behind, Soon lﬁmmd, however, she
contrived to elude her attendants, and after
many adventurés by sea and land, arrived in
England, knowing but two English words,
“London” and “Gilbert.” By constantly
repeating the first, she was directed to the city,
and there, followed by a mob, she walked for
‘months from street to street, crying as she
went, “Gllbert! Gilbert!” She at last came
to the street in which her lover lived; the
mob and the name attracted the attention of &
servant in the house; Gilbert recognized her,
and they were married. We doubtif any poet,
if even Chaucer, imaginative as he was, ever
conceived sentiment in a form so vital and pri-
mary as it i realized in this fact.

Pror. Acassiz—Wecopy the following from

the Paris letter in the Courrier des Etats

Unis:

“The literary world is much occupied with
the magnificent offers made by the Emperor to
M. Agassiz, the celebrated naturalist, who is &
naturalized American, to induce him to accept
the chair of M. D. Orbigny in the museum of
the Jardin des Plantes, The sum of a hun-
dred thousand francs as the salary of the office
anil a seat in the Senate, it is said have been
offered to the illustrious and modest scholar to
overcome his refusal. Like the ancient sage,
will the modern republican refuse these offers,
more seducing than those of Artaxerxes? And
which would do him most honor, his aceep-
tance or his refusal ?"

They have a new chimney in France, iavent-
ed for the consumption of wood, instead of
coal, by the Parisians, Tt consists of a mere
pipe, into which the logs of wood are thrown,
and beneath which the fire is lighted., This
contrivance produces go much heat that the
apartment is thoroughly warmed during the
day, and at night the logs, completely charred,
but not consumed, are withdrawn in the state
of charcoal, and will sell for doub'e the price of

| the wood in its natural state, This chimney
' is the invention of a Monsieur Renaud, and

much is expected from it on the score of econ-
omy. The same idea is being applied to steam,
using coal, which turns to coke, as it works
without smoke or ashes of any kind, by means
of a revolving eylinder beneath the farnace.

Lrrree Nlmitue things,
but they are sources of large streams—a helm
is a little thing, but it governs the course of &
ship—a bridle bit is a little thing, but see its
use and power—nails and pegsare little things,
but they hold parts of large buildings together
—a word, a look, a frown, all are little things,
but powerful for good or evil. Think of this,
and mind the little things. Pay that little
debt—it's promised, redeem it—if it'sa shilling,
hand it over—you know not what important
event hangs upon it.  Keep your word sacred-
ly, keep it to the children, they will mark it
sooner than anybody else, and the effect will
probably be as lasting as life. Mind little
things.

A singular piece of information comes to us
from France to the effect that the Government
of Napoleon is about concluding a treaty v ith
the Sandwich Islands which will virtually
place them under a French protectorate. The
suliject is one of especial interest to the people
of this country, and will doubtless receive from
our Government all the attention it deserves,

Before marriage the man is very much struck
with the woman, and afterwards the woman is
very much struck by the man. Punch says it
is a striking piece of business all through.

Ex-Presipest Fiuusore~1t is a current rumor
in private circles, that Mr. Fillmore is about to
make a second marriage. The lady designated
is a resident of Albany—* & widow fair"—pos-
sessing in her own right, grace, fascination and
property.

Fanmy Arrnicrios.~His Excellency, Thomas
Holliday Hicks, has been called from Annap-
olis to his residence at Cambridge, by the death

| of an infant.

Mr. R. W. Heywood, of Baltimore, has been
granted & patent for an improvement in ma-
chines for planting away ice in rivers.

Sreciat Euecriox,—The special election in
Washington county, Md., for » member of the
House orDekptubemunonfnie vote, is o
take place on the 8th of Febroary.

i s a—

[ 1t is earnestly hoped and expected that
none of our city subscribers and friends will
neglect to assist us in adopting the cash sys-
tem. Come one, come all, on or before the
first of February, and pay us sixty-five cents
for three months subscription. 1f you can’t
come yourselves, send it to us in some way or

may yot be filled with eager worshippers, ifsomeo
pious hand could be found to re-roof its mas.
give walle,. Two thousand people could find
ample standing room within its spacious courts,
whose magnificent arches are exposed to the
combined effects of the weather, the frost, and
the outward pressure of a dissected roof.”

Onaaxizep.—The New York State Assembly
is organized at last. A resolution was adopted
that a plurality of votes should suffice to elect
& Speakor, and then Mr. Alvord, the Demo-
cratic candidate, was chosen to that office, and
Mr. David L. Wilsor, of the American party,
was elected Clerk. This was according to a
previous arrangement between the American

and Democratic parties.

other, for be assured we do not wish to stop
cending the paper to any one of yon; but if it
is not paid for, according to the plan adopted,
it will not be delivered. Weo have no agents
or collectors after this month.

~ J. M. BURKE,

BOOT AND SHOEMAKER,
No., 607, Seventh uncﬁ Tsland, lru.u.'u
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